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W. J. Locke Thrust at the Nightingale and Slew Kate Carew’s Pet lllusion

The Writer of the “Beloved Vagabond,” “Mar-
cus Ordeyne,” etc, Was Literally Run to
Earth in His Beauti'ul Garden an our's

Ride from London, and Did the Hon-
ors of the Place Hosp tably.

By Rute Carew,

1T away your long-unopened Locke
P on the “Human Understanding™
my children He's out of date. No-
dv bethers with human unde rstanding
Aay  Yes, prt him away, and read yet
on the Rural Life
« christened Willlam John,
holding forth on the
of the country, he

wother Lock
f=n't

auties

nid
wother of the novels which have

(ve /Y
jeht him a comfortable income, a
chprming or house and a swift and
istinctiy ohd nnvy blue motor car
He lves an hour's journey [rom Lon-

Maost of these English Hiterary men

1on
¢ hillsides us #oon #8 they
Ve W satisfactory number of
ftion , they dun't go so far
from the m that they can't be
summoned to o gnd roar as hons sl
feasts and functions, but they go Jjusi
tar cnough to get fresh air and find the
“ nee und books In running

1ed by the poet

prooks,’
MTDERNIST IN ANCIENT SETTING
The Lacke automoblle met your Aunt
Kate st the little station at Boxinoor, and
it puffed ! up te Covner Hall, which
d and forty years ago be-
+ Tudor knight, and now sl

1 He peered out of the window,

“It's a bit misty,” announced,
you mind a few drops?’

“No, Indesd,” | answered politely, and
as a matter of fact, | am cultivating the
amphiblous habits of the British.

I He gave me no time 1o change my mind
He wus out of the door and In the
grounde in two leaps, whille 1 toodled de-
murely behind him,

It really was a beautiful, old-fashioned,
English garden, one of the kind where nat
are s allowed to get in all her fine work
and the Is just her uanderstuds
and doesn't Interfere and cut her up Into
harbaceous borders, round beds, sgquare
beds, st Duteh effects and conventlional
French ones

*do

he

ardener

|LIKES GARDENING—DOESN'T DIG.

nev vaits for knocks
the yt all the time ths
X ] rk of domestle servie
here!y Then, from the shndow of & dark
and anclent stajrcase [ e a8t and
very slm Eer tleman. with hand out
stretched in greeting
1t was Mr. Locke, but 1
£ him. even 1o myself, ti
-. : room where the Hght was lesa dim
than in the hallway.
Anyhow it took my e time
to travel up to his face, for there are su
yany fect of height and so many gl
to be E nted first But ! Tild
whe ere. The pale blue, kindly
€ ré y measure, by glas
r min very |1 i b}
I lenrs, ¥ id hars ar 1
s ft i ne
am  John 4o Hi fE—w
fraul ndy. | L i do-
g it that Wway, oV
turall 1 "W -4
1 l‘- ] ) £
‘ o straight thet it e
1 tight on his craniumn
1. : t
. n H 2
ark ol st iy
ackly of t
1 1 hotl ¢ witl
¥ ‘ it nai
STILL ABLE TO BLUSH.
ed ag If a female interviewer
T v n him, as he sald sort of
hyly t pleasantly and interestedly: |
) io vou toilne

¢ of this part of the

It was simply & dear. lovable, frag:ant
plave, where Old World Rowers wera
‘m-Erowin wWhere giant trees drooped
shad ns wranches over the paths, and ngh
bedges afforded sceluded voundaries

“Are ) very fond of gardenlng?” 1
asked, after the novellst bad shown m
his chief tloral treasures

Yes, Indeed, | am.”™ nmnswered Mr
Lok, joyvously snitfing a Glolre de Dijon
rose. 1 can't gay 1 do much of the ma
ual labor myself 1 think it wise to leavs

it yme one who 1 <tunds it buet-
ter it 1 tal t) t pleasure In

4 wnd | e f I | < h h ar .-"'
new fdeas for the g fen.”

Oh, 1 st ! 1lke the actual digging In
ha earth myself,’ jd your auntie, who
has neves had a spade in her hand, 'l
bellove it's good for the soul.”

“Well, perhups It's good for the #d
but It's bad for the garden, unless you
know just what you're doing."” repiled Mr
Locke, prosajeally

Then he made a sudden dive under a
clump of bluebells and emerged Ausned

and trivmphant with a small weed which

had ventured to make g temporery hom
there He was a Mttle short of breath, |
ut he resumed th myversation
“Yer, it certa would be good (-'TI
soul,” he meditated. "It tends toward
ith=—all the freah alr and sunshine, you
—irnd go health 15 the window of '
b L.
A oport of worrled
I nd Into his {1t
frew buck a fow pacs
philoxes
I don't think th
to grow next to the
plained, and glanced ¢
= how 1 felt about it
A TRIFLE INQUISITIVE.
1 don't agree with you at 6ll™ T twit.
tered I like a clegh of colors out of
= oo much rrmieny 18 depressing.
He wasn't altogether comforted; he

hrngged his long, sloping shoulders doubt-

took me down nnother walk

fully, and e
way from the offending shades of red.

[ want you th see this fine old copper
beech,” he id “It's over & hundred
vears old'": and he plnced his hand on the |
trunk affectionately. as If greeting an in-
timate friend

It's u magnificent tree!™ 1 excluimed;

it they ull are. 1o tell me If you own
this place.”

Now, of course, girls, T don't want to

| pose as the woman with the questioning
tongue over here, so 1 try to curb my
fosity as much us possible; but the

way to find out detalls about an

sh .aAn or woman ls to probe a
They never volunteer anything.

terribly  Interested  in  discoverini

| whether any one hesides dukes and lords
{hus o hovse of his own.  You don’t geem

with thelr Httle, ¢ld

= Ar quaint inng and love gar- |

dens, and Boxmoor is perticularly at-
tractive

“THe
THERE ARE ONLY TWO BASIC PRINCIPLES OF LIFE:
AND HUNGER."”

“I'm awtuliy glad

You " aai
Locke, with an sy Ton like 1" salg Mr.

"preciat s i
Qeep volee, ""Would you ::],...'T{:k h.‘? I
Burden? I'm very proud of (v i
"Of course 1 should,” :

I could 1ol he wos pletsed at my poing
86 qulck in the uptake His face \lr'huh‘!--"; |

!mo mmlling Unes wnd

snow what would

:—:ﬂs Indilferent ua to the gurden, byt |
el It might have had 1 e
have e mmie iy

&8 refusiug to see the pew by by, in o=

e d f Eoine

CTrgues

I don't | thought u trifle vol
have bappensd if 1'd |y place:

wis on the tip of

LOVE

|
plaee,
soinetimes IU's ninety- 1
Yos, honestly. Ho, after

to be abic to buy b
it ¢en o long lense.
ning years 1ong.
all, that comes falrly near L
posgeselon
Mr, Lacke looked at me over his glasser,
mildly surprised, and he answered (me- |
ly) ay if to put me in

“No, | don't own It but I have a very
long lease.’
“One of the ninety-rne

my tongue, but It got

| ane
| Eripes

| heaithier, |
! bilg tn the sunshine
' a little flat In town and a small col

j-nine varfety?” | two in

. Loan ® \c kit SER

T e

aaiel it :;;gz‘gq .

“pON'T YOU JUST LOVE TO HEAR A NIGHTINGALE SING™

no further
Then, because he I8 awtully kind anld
gentle, really, Mr. Locks seemed sorry ae

hud beeh n little curt, and he loaked dowt
at me gquizalcally and romurled :
I kneow something f you

tyees, conservatories lor melons,
el a Tudor house, with
and all sorts of other

fourteen bodrooms
rooms, to say nothing of o Jacobean stalr-

that filled my artietle soul with a

foweril,

cuse
great peace!
And I pay
for my flat In A
view over the BEast River
] don’'t mind saying | think you're Iu

eat Juck,” 1 gurgled

well, never mind what 1 pny
tenement with 2

model

I |
You Jjust lake | plums.

[ 3]
vyes,” replied Willinm John, with ot
of his flneat blughes, “1 think T am.”
Then we strolled over and looked at the
L, which, when they ripen. will e
of an embonpaint prpassed elsswhere.
Wa plucked guoreberries and tested thie
«fiverybody ought to live Ir the eoun-
« gald Mr. Locke suddenly and dog-

try,

Ang actoal { oo eatly

“Perhaps you're right.”

I belleve people lead
for being on the
Wa used to have
mitry
house: then we decided to combine those
to one big place, and we've never
ted and bhappy a8 @b pres-

“I'm sure ] am.
witer lives

Lecn 80 conten

cost of liv-

I always had AiMculty working In
1 can do more and better work

! ent.
the city.
here.”
“How do you arrange your lterary
labore? What I8 your hest time?’
“Oh, 1 try to fit in two hours” writing
{every morning, but | really wceomplish

Ing problem In Ameriea Would you ke
to know what my vearly rental Iy | tnore I';|t»..- at night, when the household fa

1 nodded, quite overcome at thi most | nt rest. Would you Hke to see the uni-

un-lEngli nd friendly lack of reticence. | mals?”

‘I’ Just $500 in your money, with un | Cute of him to switeh me off like that,
| other RIG0 for riates and taxes, because | wasu't it? 1 trotted along to Fee the ma-
fn.-.-»- the lesgea pays these, not the lunil- | pagerie, of course, though a large drop
lora.™ | of rain had eplashed down on my facs,

\le just imagine it Nine hundred The apimals wers a bupch of doge, whivh
and it ol for Leputiful Mitlelde '--,._l.-.t all over and barked friendly

S of lawns and mendows, wetlnga in Mfferent Fhicre Wis @

ilrur. Dane, & couple of setlors and some
Irish terriers; then thers wWere lve cials,
la pony and a hedgchog, W hose coloring
| mutter blended with the earth and hedge
| roots
! “Got
1 of the rural T

! He looked az gullty as the village store-
when you dempud the thing

any cows?" 1 arked the apostle

| heeper does
he's just out of for the moment,

: “Ne,” he murmuored, regretfally, “we
! haven't; Mre, Locke draws the line at
ilhf-n.."

| 1 feel he misses those cows, but he's

i

| mueh tow kind to kecp anything whie
| would offend anybody
! Then, gentle and

consideruts Q I'm

sure he usvally s he calmly and ruth- |

lessly erushed my very lust and dearast
{llusfon He didn't mean to do it, and
maybe
| dreamy on-the-helghts volee Instead of
in my matter of fact catechism #tyle
he'd have reallzed he was rambling In
| the garden with a sentimentalist and
| would have becn indulgent

| forgave him, of course; but I'd ke
to #a: here and now that If your female
relutlve goes on interviewlng theso fia-

it 1"d asked the guestion lo a

L}

mous onea 2he won't huve a shred of ro-
minea or llusion left to clieer har old

Now the cause of all this perturbation
wias & simple little query about a night-
Ingnie.

Ever since coming to England I've cher-
[=ivedd a secret longing to hear that poatry-
inspiring  hirdle through Ita vocal
stunte, 1'd planned that the first time I
liwcoverad th

casement
ould

gu'e, I =hould wait up at my
window ull night, 2o that my sould
woar into the wmpti-umptiness of the In-
finite wlong with the magle triiling. Im-
apline how 1 felt when [ asked bilthely:
“Have vou any nighitingnles here

and Mr. Locke falrly snapped out:

sphree of them, Pesky creaturesl’”

Youly! In the words of Artemus
Woard I+ wne muteh.'”

‘Plewse, per-please, don't say you don't

ke to hear them sing at night,” | im-
nlored, with great crystal tears o my
Yol

My, Locke's long arms waved impa-
tiently na he polnted to u nearby tree and

growled rerociou=ly:

‘Wuell, f three of them got up there
penr your bedroom window and started
thelr ¢in, you wouldn't be enthuslustie
about It elther, You can't sloep, 1'd ke
o shoot overy one of them!™

shades of Shelley!

“Oh, dear me,” 1 Jerked out peevishly.
syou've gone and done 1t You've shat-
tered my lost Huston.  You've exposed
the sawdust in my very best dolll™

He looked contrite, blughed a geranium

| pink, and sald in a “den’'t cry, lttle gri,

don't cry” lone:

o1 guppose nightingales are all
when one's courting on a mounllght night.
They're very much in the pleture, and all
that, but when one gets toward Ofty
years one wants to sleep.”

In the Course of the

’
|
|
!
.|
i

Give-and-Take Tilt of

Questions and Answers the Novelist De-
plored City Environment for Children—

Love and Hunger the “Only Two

Surprise made me forget my grief.
“Go on!” 1 exclaimed. ° + aren't
| fifty You can't bel”
' He was ruther startled at that express
|

glon “Go on! and [ knew myseif it

wasn't quite the thing, but he wasn't dis- [

pleased. Who of us doesn't cling to the
magle of youth? [I've never noticed that
a man purrs any the less contentedly
than @ woman when some one thinks ne's
younger than he la

We'd pretty well covered all the acres
around the house by this time, and that
which the novelist called mist and you
and | would designate as raln was falling
fuirly freely, so we went in and had sume
tes and more talk.

We sat In caryed Jacobean chalrs ant
elpped our tea from dellcate old Dresdin
cups placed on a refectory table, while all
arounsd us were beautiful antique pleces
of furniture, Here was a grear black
chest in which the dough for tne mon-
| ry was kept In a past century. There
| was a nionk’s praying chalr and there the

work table of a Tudor dame.

MRS. LOCKE, OF ARTISTIC EYE.

The walls were lined with books from |

flocr to ceiling, for we Were in the study.
Just beyond was a beautiful dove gray
drawing room with hangings of Llack
waven with silver

“You have a most satistytng home,” 1
| slghed enviously. “Such well thought out

color schemes! FEven your booltr are ar-
| ranged in shades

Ha looked iike a pleasad echoolboy and

wound his long legs under hig chalr, He

has mome difficulty dispostng of these
members,

“It's my wife's work,” he assured me
| eagerly. “8he hus an excellent senso of
t L'f':'rr.”

Then he commenced talking of
genies and the congress that wag held In
London, and he made a strong plea for
| country living as a factor in the lves of

the children of the future

"The environment of the eity child s

agalnst the natural life,” he said earnost-

ly. *“It's all deplorably wrong. I fecl
very strongly in regard to the theori:s
of heredity, but I feel also that en-
| vironment cures many inherited weak-
nesses, These two are the makers of

character, but environment plays t"»
| gtronger part in the normal man.
only that certaln people are one
environment and

al-

notice

i character one an=-
! other elsewhere. Different phases of thelr
natures are brought out, Each must
\ gseurch for the right environment to

satisfy and expre=s his own nature.

ONLY TWO BASIC PRINCIPLES.
“Don't you think these experiments In
sugenles will change life, and love and

novel writing, and most everything, o
#? 1 guerfed somewhat vaguely, I

‘

. think you have to be vague about eu

'

sonle {deag as things are nowadays,
Mr. Locke was quite definite and serl-
| ous, though. His goggles looked into
| mine as be expounded potemnly:

“There are only two basic prineiples
of life—love and hunger. One i3 the In-
stinet to perpetuate the life of the apecies;
other tha Instinct to perpetuals
the lite of the individual, and no matter
Lhow superficial conditions may be modl
| fied, these two Instinets will be left un-
touchedd, The to the eternal ques-

the Is

ans

tion is—the man, the woman and the pos- |

instinct took
the other woman?"
her a long way

My dramatio

"What about
| Mr. Locke

pace with

“Bhe's |

|

|

| I z .
e baby,

wept

one Arm.,

piart of the embroidery of

| tife,” he replied, lightly and chearlly,
Hazy sort of classification, wasn't 1t?

| “There'll always novels,” he con-

|

|

b

thoughttully, “or what literary or
form corresponds to the nove!
v drami of the future. Yes, the novel

1

will ]

remain g long as theso principles

|
| xiul.”’

| “lsn't taste In novels changing?”

i »1 don't think so. | helieve that is just
| an Invention of tha critics

| *“What do poi think of the English
apitfes 7'

I Mr. Locke smiled as he sald:

CRITICISM THAT TOLD A STORY.

You'il

ma further.

.:I"I.O‘

i Basic Principles of Life.”

“I belleve you llke dolng evervthing In
{tha designing and  bullding line,” 1

chirped “Did you design thls house?"
| Glrls, 1 got even for the nlghtingales
there. He was hurt

“It's an old Tudor house,”
| patlently.
I "Yes, 1 know,” I sald, flushing a little
! myself, “but what | mean ls, did you re-
model any part of It, or anyihing lhke
that?"

He brightened.

“Yes, we added a new wing last spring,
but 1 didn't design t."

“Weil, you know, you're down In the
‘Who's Who' as a sart of high priest in
architeetural socletice,” | assured him.

WE RECEIVE A COMPLIMENT.

He smiled and sald:

“I'th very much Interested In archi-
tecture. 1 think It !s the most fascinat-
Ing of arts, because it comblnes color and
form. Eome cne has described It as
‘frozen muele' as well. Since |'ve bren &
member of the American Institute of Ar-
chitecture, I've come Into contact with the
most famous architects and thelr work,
You know you have some of tha ftinest
| examples of modern architeeturs In your
country, notably the Fennsylvania sta-
tion.”

Having eommended the outside of many
of our bulldings, he felt he could daliver
himsalf of his opinlons as to thelr inter-
nal! arrangements, and forcibly con-
demneod our system of “overheating.”

I didn't wind, though. I've heard Ees
much of that sincg I've been hers, and
Iulllll.r-il every one mentions It with their
| teeth chettering and the gooseflesh com-
ing out on their necks and arms as they
cowoer over lttle grate fires which are so
fnsufMeclent in summer that heaven only
knows what they must be In winter,

] L think {t's awfully herole, if misgulded,
of them, so [ didn’t resent L.r. Locke's
remarks., 1 merely said:

“Do tell moe something of the villagers
there In your Immediate nelghborhood.
| What are they I .

“Oh, they're the ordinary English la-
| boring class—palnstakl or less
IIFnbor and Industrious, but hopelessly un-
tnsplred. Not an ldea In all their united
gray matter. You can't do anything for
| them or drum anything into them. (s
Ino use trylng. Makes one conservative
In one's views. Unliversal suffrage for
thess people, Impossible!”

*You don't belleve In it at all?

he sald

more

I *No: I don't. I some sort of
| scheme of having intelligent man

vote for a certain number of them, rep-
resent them In the voting line as It were
ba feaslble, not individual

|
|
j AR 4
I'.\un.ul but
| votes,
i

{PLEADS GUILTY TO PREJUDICE

*What about woman suflrage?
P "Quite out of the gquestion!”

“Oh, you're prejudiced,” | exclaimed.

vYes, 1 am,” laughed Mr. Locke. “IF
I haven't got prinelples, thank Heaven, i
have prejudices.”

“Well, 1 do envy you, anyhow,” I con
fessed: *in fact, I'm breaking a com-
mandment every minute 1 don't Know
just which It te, but it aeals with covel
ing a nelghbor's possessions =

And, really, I did hate to leave that

|

i
|
l

1
i
|
]
'

“Just befors you came, I was copying & !
| cutting from an old ‘Saturday Review.'|
|1t 18 & eritielsm of one of my first novels, |

whereahonts of a nightin- |
|

right

 Perhaps it may help to answer your ques.
tion."

Then he read aloud as follows:

“A novel it cannot be called, since it
wholly lacks the novellst’s art of con-
structlon, and a= a study of Ife and char-
acter it 1s extremely stiff and unsympa-
thetle, But it possesses some interest for
the student of human nature, If he views
it ns an allegory of the life of the woman
who wrote it. Here she has poured out
her heart her philosepliy of life (an hon-
est phtlosophy, however mistaken, s al-
interesting) and the Yong, hardening

| ways
struggles of her mind”
1 orined after hearing

this effuslon

that he might have a grudge agalnst the |

eritie 1k, but he hasiened to add;
“Reviewars on the whole have been ex-
coedingly kind to me, espectally American

oned."
“What do you think of our novelists?"

remarkably fine short story writers., Your
| mugazines are of greatest literary value,
Weo have nothing to compnars with them.
Pletorlally, tou, they are very remark-
able. And the newspapers! [ 414 enjoy
thelr eomle sections tremendously, 1 was
Iinh.-r-:nuv-l. ton, In scelng how many oths
ers In Amerien also enjoyed them,"

ANOTHER DIRECT QUESTION,

1 looked at his length and his goggles
and his very stralght balr, and I asked
upropos of nothing:

“Du you mind carlcature?”

He looked at me doubtfully.

vy ell—er—no, 1 suppose [ don't.” Then
a hot flush mounted to his cheek, “If only
' my halr sn't muesed,” and he laughed a
lttle nervously and gave Its shinlng
sleekness an approving pat.

"1l have to be very careful not to trem-
wa when 1 draw his locks, beciuse 1
wpow he'd never forgive me tf the slight-
eut kink erept into the pleture,

“Do you ever put renl peopla into your
a1 {nquired, as | studled the four-

| books®

| teen works of W. J. Locke in his book-
! case.

i *No, almost naver,” he answered. “The

one exception 18 the Mlttle girl in the
‘Glory ot Clementingd Wing.' She was
grawn from the cnld of a friend of mine,
| “Where do you get the fascinating
' paraes of your heroes and herolnes?"

| *Oh, those 1 pulld up myself. 1 lke

! going that."”

“You have goma =plemdid ones and some |

“| DON'T THINK THAT SCARLET
PHLOX OUGHT TO GROW NEXT
TO THE CERISE ONE/” COM-
PLAINED MR. LOCKE.

restful home.

beautiful, artistie,
; like his

Mr., Locke repeated himsell
' “Wall, the country l& the p'*ce 16
Hve, he sald cheerfully. *Thers's noth-
Ing ke it We can't imagine how Wwe
stayed In the city so long. You take mYy
advice. Buy a little plot of ground (n
some remote place. Plant things, wateh
them grow and develop and heautify the
You'll get =o interested and sq
that you won't know
Hife is the lfe

place
, hale and hearty
vourgeil. The

pDon't forget that!”
«1 won't,” 1 assured him. “I'll coh

sult my editor about it and see If 1
can't arrange the matter. It sounds aws=
) fully attractive”

Since then I've bought dozens of pleces
of land and I've bullt everything from
stately residences to thatched cottages
upon them, but they've all been’'of the

castle in Spaln variety,
iCopyright, 1012, New-York Tribune.)
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